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Back Then.. 


Those feelings that | got around him, | knew they weren't normal. 


Then again, | always had those feelings around him. Ever since | can remember he's always been more than a 
friend. He was like a life partner. 


| always expected us to be together forever, ya know? Through thick and thin and whatnot. 


We even made one of those stupid pacts, heh. 


You know the kind? The one's where you promise to be friends forever. Sure it was a long time ago- when Axl 
was known as Billy and | was known as Jeff. When we were just normal, everyday kids and becoming a rock 


star was merely a stupid dream. 


It seems so long ago now, looking back on it. Like it never actually happened. Like those distant memories of 
stupid, fucking Indiana and little Billy Bailey were just illusions of my warped mind. 


Though the only reason | stayed in Indiana for as long as | did was because of him. He made it all worth it, | 


guess. 


He was always supportive and caring, yet so few people knew it. Everyone made fun of him- everyone put him 
down and everybody shunned him out..but not me. 


| couldn't shun him out. 


From the first time | seen him- running down the school corridor at full speed with a stampede of authority 
figures chasing after him- | knew he was my kind of guy. 


| think the first time | officially approached him was outside of the church one day. | may have talked to him 
once or twice before that, but half the time | don't think | was fully aware it was him | was talking to. 


He was just walking around, kicking the ground with his boot and sighing every so often. | wanted to say ‘hit to 
him but was unsure. | didn't know much about the guy, apart from all the stuff the kids at school were saying 
about him. They didn't like him much at all. He was too quiet and strange, they said. 


Spiteful bastards. Always giving the redhead recluse a hard time and most of them had never even interacted 


with him. 


He usually sat alone at lunch and people only sat beside him in class because sometimes we had seating plans 


that the teacher's would follow. 


| remember cautiously making my way over to him at the front of the church entrance and tapping his 


shoulder. The boy spun around on his heel, staring at me with eyes like two saucers and an open mouth. 


| gave him a little half smile and he kind of relaxed a bit. | think he recognised me from school, but he gave me 


the once-over, just in case. 
"Hi," | said, shoving my hands in my pockets nervously and shaking my head to get the hair out of my eyes. 
He didn't reply, merely stared at me. He looked suspicious. 


"Why are you talking to me?" He asked innocently, eyes lowering to the ground as if he was afraid to look me 


in the eye. 


| was taken aback slightly. 

"Well.why shouldn't | talk to you?" | asked, shrugging and laughing nervously. 

This dude was being very edgy; like at any minute he would run off at full speed and not even look back at me. 
But he didnt. 

He just stayed completely still 

It vaguely reminded me of a fox caught in the headlights of an oncoming car. 


"Nobody talks to me. You've never talked to me before. Sure, maybe a few times but we've never had a real 


conversation so." he trailed of 

| smiled, 

'So. what?" 

He didnt answer; just looked at me suspiciously and shifted his weight from one foot to the other. 
He was a pretty guy. | couldn't say that about many guys but | could say it about him. 


He had the most perfect, pouted lips and an almost flawless, small, pixie face. And his eyes; they were just so 
wide and astonishing. When something caught his attention it was like he was seeing it for the first time ever. 


In a way, | liked that. 

He was the complete opposite of me. 

Funny how opposites really do attract. 

"Listen," | said, "D'ya wanna hang out or something? We can just..get to know each other?" 

He glared, 

"Listen, if this is some sort of a god-forsaken joke that you and some of the other shits at school have came 
up with then why don't you just get to the punch line and leave. | have no time to stay here and be made a 
fool out of, OK?" he snarled, hissing each of his words at me with a vicious snap. 


Hey, the guy had attitude as well 


| shook my head, "No! No its nothing like that. Look, maybe | should introduce myself properly. My name's 


Jeff- 


"Oh | fucking know who you are, ass! God, we've gone to school together for years. | have seen you around 


before, you know?" 
My mouth slackened. 


Jesus, who would've thought a little choirboy that sang soprano, could pack such a mega blow in the verbal 
department? 


Looking back on it | don't know why | just didn't turn on my heel and leave the redhead in peace. 
Though somehow, at the time- | don't think the thought of simply ‘leaving him alone, ever entered my mind. 


After a few minutes of explaining to the suspicious redhead that | wasn't trying to ‘make a fool of him, we 
eventually ended up talking together. 


| remember the level of concentration and focus he gave me. 


| remember him pressing against me and (when | said something that made him laugh) he would bang his 


shoulder against mine playfully and give me a pert little smile. 
Whether he meant what he did to be as..suggestive, as it seemed; l'm not sure. 
But one thing was for sure; Bill Bailey had my heart on a fucking platter. 


That's right, he had me on puppet strings and | knew it, but was powerless to stop myself from being the 


mannequin. 

The only way | could describe my feelings towards him would have to be like getting hit by a lightning bolt. Not 
in the sense that it was ‘electrifying’ or any shit like that. More like it was brutally painful, extremely sharp 
and unlikely to happen to anybody else other than me (because thats just my shitty luck’). 

My desire towards him came in sharp bursts of unwanted passion 

When he did small things like run his fingers through his hair, or even if he looked me in the eye and his 
pupil's grew wide. It sent a powerful, unusual feeling of pure, raw, sexual desire through me. And | knew it 
wasn't normal but God help me, | was only human | couldn't stop my feelings they were too strong! Too 
fucking powerful and much too out of control to ignore. 


| was in at the deep end. 


But as time sauntered by, | managed to fool myself into thinking that anything | felt for him was at a pure, 


friendly level. | told myself that that was how all friends felt towards their friends. 

But back then | was a naive little fuck. And after a few years passed by- with me and Bill still remaining 
buddies- | finally realised that my nagging need for him was definitely not as platonic as what | had deceived 
myself into believing it was. 

Why else would | have put up with his fowl mood-swings for so long? 

| remember the feeling of absolute terror | had in the pit of my heart when he touched me. 


It was the same feeling | got when those chicks on the TV came on screen with the big boobs and the bikinis. 


When | was near him | got a dry feeling in my throat, my heart was constantly pounding against my chest and 


| couldn't take my eyes off him. 


Everything he did seemed hypnotic. From the way he shook his hips to the way he pouted whenever he didn't 


get what he wanted; it all drove me crazy! 

He drove me crazy. 

Even when Bill started to change from the innocent recluse into a raging lunatic: beating up people that made 
fun of him; drinking alcohol and vandalising cars, | still remained absolutely enthralled with him. | kept sketching 
his name on my books in school, | kept imagining his smile in my mind and hearing his laugh. 

He was so much more than a friend. 

Little did | know our amity was about to go horribly wrong.. 


| remember it so clearly that it might as well have happened mere hours ago. 


It was a Saturday morning; the sun was going down and the sky was a mixture of red and blue like it usually 


was in Indiana. 
| was walking down a quiet country road on my way to meet Bill. 


We always met up on Saturdays to do something because that was the best time for Bill to get out of the 


house and away from his dad. 


The crazy old lunatic was knocking him about and | knew it. No, the redhead never told me up front what went 


on in his domestic life; but it was obvious. 


He always had some sort of bump or bruise on his body that looked suspiciously like fingerprints. And | could 
always tell when his father had just hit him because Billy was always in the worst moods. 


He'd snap at me and beat my chest; once he even punched me he got so frustrated. 
| didn't get angry with him, though. | couldn't bring myself to shout at him. 


As | approached the bottom of the long country lane, | could see the redhead at the end of the dirt path- 


waiting for me. 

He always waited for me at the end of that trail 

Usually he'd just stand there and wait for me to approach hm. 

But that day he didn't: 

He began to run towards me. He started out with a light jog before impatiently breaking into a run 
| stopped, if only out of sheer confusion, and let him sprint towards me and jump into my arms. 


I'm not sure if he was crying or not, but dry sobs were humming out of his throat and his body convulsed 


under my hands. 
It terrified me. 


| held him close and we both fell to our knees on the dirty ground; him panting while | pulled his shivering body 


closer to me and tried to calm him. 


"Bill, what the fuck's wrong?" | asked, trying to get him to release his grip on my jumper and pull back a bit so 


| could see his face. 

He slowly looked up at me with watery green eyes. 

| shook my head slightly, swallowing heavily before letting my mouth slacken. 

There was a large, red handprint covering his left cheek and his bottom lip was bleeding along with his nose. 
It was the worst | had seen him. 

He had never reacted like this before, though. At least, not on front of me he hadn't. 


"Oh Jesus Christ," | whispered, pulling myself up on my knees and grabbing his wrists in my hands to stop him 


from covering his face. 


He kept pulling away. 


"Bill, stop it!" | yelled, snatching his hands in mine and pulling them down so that | could see how badly hurt he 


was. 
He glared at me, fire building up behind his eyes when | raised my voice at him. 


| didn't mean to yell, | was scared. I'd never experienced anything like this before! 
Fuck, | wasn't a fucking social worker or a doctor! | didn't know how to deal with this fucking shit! 


"Was it..your dad?" | asked cautiously. 

He paused for a minute; his whole body freezing and his eyes growing wide like two saucers. 

| dragged my hand through his hair and pulled him into me again, looping one arm around his neck and the 
other around his back and rocking back and forward. Trying to let the embrace be as masculine as possible. 


Trying to comfort him while at the same time, trying to reassure myself. 


His body was still shivering. He wrapped his arms loosely around my waist and began to whisper some sort of 


prayer. 
It was strange to me- almost laughable. 
He was saying a prayer to God? 


What could God do?! God could do jack-shit for him! | wanted to help Bill, | wanted to love him. | could love him 
fucking ten times more than any God could. 


"Billy-;" 

"Don't," he hissed, "Don't call me that." 

| winced, pulling back from the embrace to look at him. 

His eyes were burning and his brows were knotted in anger as his hands clenched in my jumper. 

"Don't call me Billy. that's what Stephen calls me. And you're not him Jeff," The redhead said, eyes lightening 
slightly as he reached out and stroked my hair, "You're fucking better than him," he muttered, trying to cover 
his embarrassment. 


"IFs ok," | nodded, "I'm always around, ya know? Whenever you need me." 


He smiled and nodded his head slightly, keeping his eyes on mine. 


| could feel my mouth going drier as | looked at him. | could feel my stomach beginning to breed butterflies 
that fluttered endlessly inside of me, making me want to throw up all over the place. 


He was just so exposed..so touchable. It would be so easy to just..but no. No, | wouldn't do that: 
"Jeff?" he whispered, putting his hand on mine. 

| gulped, trying to stop my heart from beating so fast. 

| hated feeling the desire for him. | hated everything about the crunching, overwhelming urges that stuck at 
the bottom of my heart and twisted around my being, all for him. They were overpowering and | couldn't 
control how | felt. 

Maybe that's why | hated myself for having those feelings for him so much. 

Nobody likes being out of control.. 

"Y-Yeah?" | muttered, forcing out a half smile. 

There was a minute's silence. 

Bill seemed to contemplate whether he actually wanted to tell me this thing he had planned or not. 

Just as | was about to ask him what he wanted, he opened his mouth and out came a faint, little whisper. 
"Kiss me," he said, swiping a hand through locks of red hair and looking me straight in the face. 

| paused, eyes going wide, 

"Wh-what?" | stuttered, trying to stop my voice from going. 

Was it some kind of joke or something? If so it wasn't funny! 

But it was no joke. | could see that by the look in his eyes. 

He was more than serious. 

He shuffled close to me and touched my arms. | flexed on impulse. 

My heart was racing faster than it had ever gone before and my mind was utterly confused. Before | knew 


what was going on, Billy was straddling my hips and placing his hands on my shoulders. Forcing me to look at 


him. 


He leant down quickly and pressed his mouth to mine, only letting them touch for a seconds before pulling back 


again 

| could taste the blood from his offended lips on my tongue. 

| could just feel the blood rushing through my veins. | could feel the adrenaline pumping through my body. 
Was he doing this to spite his dad? 


| leant forward and crushed my lips against the redhead's once again, putting my hand behind his neck and 
pulling him closer. 


| let my tongue trace against his bottom lip before pushing it deep into his mouth. 
He gasped, taken aback by my eagerness. 
lm sure this wasn't what he was expecting my reaction to be. 


| let my tongue explore all the contours of his mouth while he did the same with mine. My senses were going 


crazy as his hands explored my body and dragged through my hair harshly. 
The pain was all too beautiful.. 


As the minutes went by, the universe shrunk until it was just him and me. Two strapping, young country 


bumpkins with dad's that would be so disappointed with us if they ever found out what we were doing, 
But when thing's began to get more heated between Bill and |, my anxiety began to develop. 

| began to grow worried. 

Billy's hand was travelling down towards the zip of my jeans. 


| could feel his hard-on pressing against my leg and | remember that mine was straining to be relieved of the 


pain. 
But | couldn't..| was too young to do what he was encouraging. | was unsure of myself. 


It would be admitting to such a major thing! It would be admitting for a fact that | was attracted to guys, and 


| just wasn't sure if | was. 


Maybe | wasn't even attracted to Billy! Hell, | didn't even fancy that many girls so how did | know what desire 
felt like? This might've not been it. 


Is this what | wanted? 


Twisted thoughts and images raced through my mind of him and me. Of unspeakable acts and the reaction of 
Bill's father if he were to catch us together. 


As Bills hands unhooked the button on my jeans, fear eventually took over my entire body and | pushed him 
off me and quickly scrambled to my feet. 


"Nol" | protested, buttoning my jeans back up, “Stop, we can't. / can't! 

"Jeff?" Billy said, eyebrows knotting in confusion as he stared up at me from the ground, 
"No Bill, | can't. | can't let you. can't do that" 

He shook his head, "B-but.” 


‘lm sorry Billy, | just can't!" | whispered, backing away from him as he stood up, "I've got to go now. I've got to 


think about all this." 

"What?" he hissed, "You can't go!" 

| turned to walk away but he quickly ran on front of me and blocked my way. 

"NO! You're not fucking going anywhere!" He hissed, jabbing his finger into my chest and scrunching up his 
sharp, pointed nose at me in anger, "You want me Jeff! | know you do! | want you too, ass! It's obvious! We've 
wanted each other since the day we met and now you're just going to walk away? You can't! | won't let you!" 
| shook my head. 

This was too fucking difficult. | couldn't want this, could |? Was | really..gay? Did | want to fuck guys? 


Maybe | did. Hell, it wouldn't have been the strangest thing. Perhaps it was inevitable? 


But | didn't care..| couldn't just sleep with Bill unless | was sure | wanted to. | couldn't do that to him..it wouldn't 
be fair. 


|| loved him too much to do that. 


| tried to make a run past him but he grabbed my sleeve. | tried to pull it away from him but he had too 
strong a hold; so | lunged around and-before | knew what | was doing- | banged my fist into his face. 


He yelped, putting his hand over his nose and turning away from me. 


A small sob broke out from the bottom of my throat as | watched him from behind. 

| wanted to help him, but | couldn't stay. If | stayed he'd just manipulate me, and | couldn't let him do that 
So | ran 

| ran back down the dirty Indiana lane and didn't look back at the redhead. 

| just kept running, 

| needed to get away from here. Needed to leave Indiana and just think 

Id go anywhere, just to get away. Get away from those feelings. Get away from Bill 

But where could | go? 

LA.Id go to LA 

I'd pack my bags and catch the next bus. Id follow in the footsteps of all my heroes. 


I'd make a band; get famous, make some cash. | needed some money quick, and LA was the only place a poor 


hobo like me might catch a break. 
And that's exactly what | did. 


Two Friday's after the incident between Bill and me, | grabbed my bags and made my way to the local bus 
station 


But not before | stopped by his house. 


We had spent so many years together that leaving without saying goodbye would literally fill the void between 


us. 

| called him from a phone box before | went to meet him outside his home. 

He was unresponsive to me on the telephone, and when we came face to face, he wasn't much livelier. 
| twitched under his hard, icy stare. 

How could one guy make me feel so small? 


"Jeffery?" He said, lifting one eyebrow and giving me a very impatient scowl. 


| opened my mouth, trying to say something- anything! But nothing came. 


All| could do was look at him and cluck my tongue nervously against the roof of my mouth. 


He rolled his eyes and twisted around, making his way back towards his house. 


| jumped to attention, quickly scrambling in through the little white gate and dropping my bags in the rush. 


| tripped on the stones covering the dirt driveway and fell into him. Quickly grabbing a tight hold of his wrist 


to stop him in his tracks. 

His swung round, his hand quickly shooting for mine-ready to remove it. 
His eyes made contact with my own, and the fire in them was startling. 
He was so angry with me. 

"Let go of mel" He hissed, his hand still squeezing tightly onto mine- constricting it. 
| looked up into his eyes, my teeth gritting together and my jaw tensing. 
"No," | shook my head, "not until you listen" 

His anger seemed to fizzle slightly as a shadow passed over his face. 
He appeared almost surprised. 

He removed his hand from mine and shoved me away with both hands. 
"Fine," he said firmly, "I'm listening." 

| nodded, swallowing and swiping a hand through my hair. 

"OK." | smiled slightly. 


Bill merely stood still, his face passive. 


"So..can we walk and talk or is it compulsory for you to stand here?" | asked, slowly making my way out the 


little white gate- picking up each of my bags in turn. 


He stood for a moment; looking straight through me in a state of thought, before finally walking forwards- out 


through the little front gate and to my side. 


As we made our way into town, he walked brusquely beside me; arms folded and bottom lip jutting out in a 


typical teenage pout. 

| shoved my hands in my pockets and pointed my face towards the sky, looking into the hot, burning sun 
| was nervous, and Billy knew it. 

"Bill," | sighed, stopping suddenly and turning to face him. 

He turned too and stared at me with weary eyes. 

He was only seventeen and already he seemed like he had seen the world. 

| sighed again, shaking my head wearily and trying to think of the right words, if any existed. 

He rolled his eyes, tapping his foot against the ground impatiently. 

Bastard 

How can | explain anything to him when he won't give me the fucking time of day? 


| reached out and grabbed his chin in my hand, pulling his face towards mine until our noses were almost 


touching. 
| was angry. 
He makes it so hard for me, when it could just be so easy. 


It could be easy for me to pull his lips to mine and for us to be together. But in my opinion- ‘togetherness’ is 
something that can only exist in fairytales. Be it a gay or straight relationship. 


It really makes no difference. 
Nobody can be happy. 
"You're an asshole," | sneered, shaking my head at him in slight disgust, "You really are.” 


It was at that point that | realised, | had no excuses for him. All | had was my ticket to LA. and a bag on my 
back. 


| was ready to let go of Bill 


Explaining anything to the boy would be like explaining fire to the ocean 


Impossible. 
| turned and made my way towards the town to catch the next bus, leaving him staring on at me in the dust. 
He can wither in the wind, for all | care. 


He's just dust and bones, crumbling into the wind. 


No Turning Back.. 


NNN NIN INRIA 


The bus station was filled with petty drug dealers and their clients. 

Here and there somebody was getting handed little, brown paper bags filled with their drug of choice. 

And of course, all the dealers were tracing me with their eyes; sizing me up for their next victim. 

| slammed the side of my body against a wall with the bus timetable nailed onto it, my eyes knotted in fury. 
"Fucking ass," | seethed through clenched teeth, digging my nails into the straps of my bag. 

God, | tried to talk to him. | wanted to talk to him. 

| wanted our goodbye to be, if not a fairytale, then at least civilised. 

But | couldn't even do that. 


The perfect example of how, whenever Bill didn't make me a goggling, lovesick bastard! He made me an angry, 


bitter man. 

"To think I'll never see him again.." | whispered to myself, voice constricted in my chest. 
A small dot of water chipped the side of my hand. 

Oh great, | was fucking crying! 

| quickly dragged the back of my sleeve against my eyes, wiping away any tears. 

Crying is bad Dont cry. Dont cry. 

"Jeffery?" A small, innocent voice called my name. 

| turned. 


Bill stood a few metres away from me, one leg carefully placed on front of the other and his hand resting on 


one of the poles that kept this crumbling state of a bus station from falling down around us. 


My mouth slackened, falling open slightly. 


He moved towards me; ghost of a smile playing on his lips as he shoved his hands into his pockets. 
He didn't stop until he was almost pressed right against me. 

It was only now that | noticed the small cut on his lip. 

| immediately knew that | had given him it. 


"So that's it?" He shrugged, shaking a flop of hair out of his eyes, "Call me an asshole and leave me high n' 
dry?" He laughed humourlessly. 


| could tell he didn't find his current situation amusing at all 
Because if | left.he would be alone. 

"Why are you leaving?" He asked quickly, catching me off-guard. 
He was trying to act aloof but failing miserably. 

| could see the signs of his apprehension 


His tensed shoulders, folded arms; feet planted more firmly than necessary on the ground as he stared at me; 


his pupil's wide. 

"Because.." | whispered, "I hate it here." 

His eyebrows furrowed and his eyes bubbled with anger. 

| knew this would happen. 

When Bill doesn't understand something..he gets angry. 

"Well /don't fucking like it here either, ass! But I'm dealing with it!" 
| sighed. 

He just didn't understand. 


"Well, Bill. maybe l'm just not as strong as you," | said, fixing my bags further up onto my shoulders and 


gesturing towards the incoming bus. 


Bill turned the top half of his body around to look at it. 


"That's for me," | said, giving him a small nod and stepping forward; intending to board the vehicle with as little 


drama as possible. 
Anything but a soppy goodbye, please! 


But suddenly, | felt a hand lock around my wrist and pull me back quickly; banging me back against the wall; 
head just inches from the nail that stuck out from the bus timetable. 


But before my brain could come up to speed with what was going on, Bill's lips were over mine again 


And, to my great surprise, my hands were cupping the back of his head and pulling him forward into me- my 


fingers wallowing in the silky, fire-red mane. As if it was some sort of allergic reaction. 

Funny, my reaction is to pull him closer whilst any other guy's would've been to push him away.. 
Fuck. 

He broke off the kiss; breaking it into smaller, lighter kisses on my jaw and down my neck. 

"Don't go," he whispered, digging his fingers into my hips. 

| moaned, gritting my teeth together, 

| have to. Bill, | have to go," | said firmly. 


He pushed himself from me quickly- grabbing the back of his head in frustration and turning away, as if to 
stop himself from throwing his fist into my face. 


| stood, rooted to the spot with wide eyes. 

"Jeff... listen if this is about that night a few weeks ago then I'm sorry OK? | didn't mean to get so fucking... 
excited! It was just because it was with you and it was so fucking..it was my mistake, OK? It was my fault; | 
should've known you weren't ready! Do you have to be this dramatic?" 

He sighed, eyes weak and tired. 

He knew that wasn't the reason | was going. 

"Bill please, don't waste you're life hating me." 


| shook my head and slowly walked over to the parked bus that was waiting to take me away from this place. 


Take me away from Indiana for good. And I'd never have to see it again 


| sat down on the first chair | seen and shuffled in to the window side. 


Outside | could see Bill- standing against the wall, biting his lower lip and looking at the ground; unaware | was 


watching him. 

| remember thinking to myself, ‘/m never going to see him again. 

And | thought it was true. 

And just as the bus pulled out of the station, Bill looked up from the ground and stared straight at me. 


He shook his head, raising his middle finger and mouthing the word ‘fuck you,' in my direction before running as 


fast as he could out of the station 

| sighed, letting my head fall slowly against the glass window. 

Once | got out of Indiana, | thought that Bill would be ancient history. 
Instead, he just plagued my mind even more. 

Every night | thought about calling him, and every morning too. 

But | didn't 

That's how strongly | felt 

That's how much | loved him. 

| loved him enough to leave him alone. 

It may sound cliché, but it's the godamn truth 

Thinking about that now, it actually makes me laugh- how much he meant to me. 


And that warm, sultry morning that he finally arrived at my front door, two years later- | could've sworn 


that my whole world just clicked into place. | wouldve bet money that my life was my fucking paradise city. 
And for a while it was... 


But after a few years, things started to change- like | knew they would back in Indiana if we had stayed 
together. 


Bill changed. 
He gave himself a new name, a new lock, a new attitude. 

He wasn't the same. Just the result of the embittered life he had to endure with and without me. 
Its not so funny.. 


How inside every Bill Bailey, there's an Axl Rose... 


